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shy. She thought suddenly that this man
beside her was the strange man who had stood
aloof in his mackintosh in the darkness of
the arch, so long ago, and had offered his
umbrella with his abrupt gesture. Now he
was beside her again, all-important to her;
yet it seemed he was still the same figure
shrouded in half-darkness.
She took his hand.

"It is frightening, isn't it ? " he said,
" Do you have this feeling of having utterly
lost yourself, and of being sure of yourself at
the same time ? "

For answer she pressed his hand. Her
gaiety had become grave and solemn; it
had folded its leaves into the compass of a
tight, sleeping bud. She did not want to
speak,

Boston looked at her, and she looke$
gravely at him. Her eyes, filled with a
trembling poise, her lips, barely touched by
the breath of distant laughter, seemed to
remind him of some one he had known long
ago, in a life far simpler than this of ours;
they greeted and acknowledged him, He too
smiled involuntarily, and he felt there was
an unaccountable sadness in his smile; but
when he tried to say something, his heart was